times a protracted business, and the journey seemed to
have taken a long time when at last we arrived at the rather
primitive little hotel at Kajaani.
The next morning we were taken to see a big paper mill
which, although interesting, was not quite what we had
come for. And in the evening we all went to pay our
respects to General Toompo, who directed operations on
this front. His headquarters was in a big house, and in
the billiard room, with the table covered with maps,
he gave us an outline of the fighting on his front since the
beginning of the war. At dinner we told him that the
thing we most wanted to do was to cross the Russian
frontier. This would not only make a good story in itself
but we persuaded him that it would make the finest
possible Finnish propaganda. He promised to do what
he could.
I doubt if the staff of the little hotel had ever seen such
a strange collection of lunatics as we must have appeared
to them. We sat up all night writing stories. We talked on
the telephone to America and Holland and Denmark.
We couldn't speak a word of their language, and can't
possibly have made sense to them at all.
The following day we left at 4 a.m. to go to Suomussalmi
—and cross the Russian frontier. My next broadcasts tell
of what we saw on this day; but they do not tell the story
I heard from a Finnish officer up near the front. He said
that just after the second battle of Suomussalmi one of his
men came into the tent reporting that two Russian soldiers
had been captured. The officer told him to bring them in
for questioning. But they were in no condition to talk.
Their hands and feet were completely frozen, and they
could not see. After a while the Russians became aware
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